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indifference or hot insanity ? Gladly would I have left things
standing as they were, and lived from day to day, floating down
with the stream, like other people whom I saw quite happy; but
I durst not; my inmost feelings contradicted me too often. Yet
if I determined to renounce society, and alter my relations to
others, it was not in my power. I was hemmed in as by a ring
drawn round me ; certain connexions I could not dissolve ; and,
in the matter which lay nearest to my heart, fatalities accumulated
and oppressed me more and more. I often went to bed with tears;
and, after a sleepless night, arose again with tears: I required
some strong support; and God would not vouchsafe it me, while
I was running with the cap and bells.
I proceeded now to estimate my doings, all and each; dancing
and play were first put upon their trial. Never was there anything
spoken, thought or written for or against these practices, which
I did not examine, talk of, read, weigh, reject, aggravate, and
plague myself about. If I gave up these habits, I was certain
that Narciss would be offended; for he dreaded exceedingly the
ridicule which any look of straitlaced conscientiousness gives one
in the eyes of the world. And doing what I now looked upon as
folly, noxious folly, out of no taste of my own, but merely to
gratify him, it all grew wofully irksome to me.
Without disagreeable prolixities and repetitions, it is not in
my power to represent what pains I took, in trying so to counter-
act those occupations which distracted my attention and disturbed
my peace of mind, that my heart, in spite of them, might still be
open to the influences of the Invisible Being. But at last, with
pain, I was compelled to admit, that in this way the quarrel could
not be composed. For no sooner had I clothed myself in the
garment of folly, than it came to be something more than a
mask, than the foolishness pierced and penetrated me through
and through.
May I here overstep the province of a mere historical detail,
and offer one or two remarks on what was then taking place
within me ? What could it be which so changed my tastes and
feelings, that, in my twenty-second year, nay earlier, I lost all
relish for the recreations with which people of that age are harm-
lessly delighted ? Why were they not harmless for me ? I may
answer, Just because they were not harmless; because I was not,
like others of my years, unacquainted with my soul. No! I knew,
from experiences which had reached me unsought, that there are

